ACT I                 PRIVATE    LIVES
ELYOT : Much.
SIBYL : Elyot I
ELYOT : She was pretty and sleek, and her hands
were long and slim, and her legs were long and slim,
and she danced like an angel. You dance very poorly,
by the way.
SIBYL :  Could she play the piano as well as I can ?
ELYOT :   She couldn't play the piano at all.
SIBYL (triumphantly): Aha ! Had she my talent for
organisation ?
ELYOT :   No, but she hadn't your mother either.
SIBYL : I don't believe you like mother.
ELYOT :  Like her !    I can't bear her.
SIBYL : Elyot!    She's a darling, underneath.
ELYOT : I never got underneath.
SIBYL : It makes me unhappy to think you don't
like mother.
ELYOT : Nonsense. I believe the only reason you
married me was to get away from her.
SIBYL :   I married you because I loved you.
ELYOT : Oh dear, oh dear, oh dear, oh dear !
SIBYL : I love you far more than Amanda loved
you. I'd never make you miserable like she did.
ELYOT :   We made each other miserable.
SIBYL : It was all her fault, you know it was.
ELYOT (with vehemence) : Yes, it was. Entirely her
fault.
SIBYL :   She was a fool to lose you.
ELYOT :   We lost each other.
SIBYL : She lost you, with her violent tempers and
carryings on.
ELYOT :  Will you stop talking about Amanda ?
SIBYL :   But I'm very glad, because if she hadn't
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